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Occation'd by Readidg the 
Following O D E. 
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==” 2 HEN fam'd Avausrus rul d the Si Seats, 
XN And bleſsd the World with his indulgent 
| N Sway; 
P pies; his Throne did all the Muſes wait, 
The Monarch's Worth and Glory to diſplay. 


ut; 
Then, liſb ning LTyber heard th' Horatian Lyre 
His mighty Maſter's Godlike Acts rehearſe : 
The Mantuan's Boſom glow'd with Hallow'd Fire, 


Railing his Patron in immortal Verſe. 
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But lo! a Greater than AUGUSTUS reigns 

: Oer our more Happy, yet Ungrateful Land 

Oh! let the Sacred Muſe, with pious Strains, 
The Madneſs of a wicked Age withſtand. 
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Tis done Meliſſa wakes the warbling Strings; 
Hark! how the Loyal Fair, in Learned Lays, 
The Firſt of Men! and Beſt of Princes! fings, 
Teaching her Sweet. Ton d Harp Gs: Sov” reign” 8 lofty 
| (nit. 


THE 


The FIFTH ODE 


OF THE 


Fourth Book of Horace, 


IMITAT E 
And Apply'd to the 


I HOU! whom — Noptäls Pow'r 
Ordain'd to do fair Britain Right; 


Her ancient Luſtre to reſtore; 


Return; and glad her longing Sight. 
Return, Great Prince! and grace our Iſle *. 
With thy auſpicious Rays: 
Her Sun to welcome Thee will ſmile, 
And ſhine in brighter Days. 


Divis orte bonis, optime Rona 
Cuſtos gentis, abes jam nimium diu: 
Maturum reditum pollicitus patrum 
Sancto Concilio, redi. 
* Lucem redde tux, Dux bone, patriæ 
Inſtar veris enim vultus ubi tuus 
Affulſit populo, gratior it dies, 
Et Soles melius nitent. II. 
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As out fond Sex ANG A Fry 


With-held by Tempeſts from our Arm ; 
We count the Hours that tardy run, 


And Heav'n with Pray'rs and Tears alarm; 


Ne'er from the Shore our Eyes remove, 

| Impatient for our Boy : 

Thus Britain, filbd with Loyal Love, 
Expects her Lord! her Joy 


III. 
The Laſs now jocund milks her Kine, 


That ſafely graze the while our Plains; 
And rural Dames their Fears reſign, 
_ Leſt Rebel untercept the Gains. 
The Merchant o'er the Ocean fails, 
To fetch us rich Brocades, 
While Carolina's Pow'r prevails, 
And virtuous Life perſuades. 


Ut Mater juvenem, quem Notus invido 
Flatu Car pat hii trans maris æquora 
Cunctantem ſpatio longius annus 

Dulci diſtinet a Domo, 
Votis ominibuſque & precibus vocat ; 
Curvo nec faciem littore demovet : 

Fic, defideris icta ſidelibus, 

Querit patria Cleſarem. 
Tutus bos etemim rura perambulat : 
Nutrit rura Ceres, almaque Fauititas: 

Pacatum volitant per mare navite : 
Culpari metuat Fides. 


IV. 


Sas 


IV. 
That Juſtice now reſumes her Sword, 
And with an equal Ballance weighs; 
That Vice begins to be abhor'd, avon; 
Alone is Glorious Gzox 6's Praiſe. 
Happy in Honours thou haſt won! 
HBleſt in thy Royal Race ie ff 
While we contemplate in thy Son, 
Thy Virtue, Worth, and Grace 
5 v. 
Who fears the falſe N Scot ? 
The French ? The Swede's Nomantick Pride ? 
Who dreads what Tripple Mitres plot, 
While GzorGE and Heav'n eſpouſe our Side? 


While He is ſafe, we're free from Harms, 
And void of Female Fears ; 
No anxious Thoughts impair our Charms, 


Or dim our Eyes with Tears. 


Nullis polluitur caſta domus ſtupris : 
Mos & lex maculéſum edemuit inefas---- 


Quis Pathum paveat? Quis gelidum Shen, 
---- In-olumi Cæſare? Quis fer © 
Bellum curet N e 
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To Him, our pureſt Wiſhes flow, 
To Him our grateful Songs are due ; 
Religion, Liberty we owe | 
To Great Nass Au, and Greater Y ou. 
| Long, long may You our Iſle adorn, 
While All confeſs your gentle Sway : 
Theſe are our Toilet-Vows each Morn, 


And theſe, each Ev'ning, crown our Tea. 
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Te multa prece, te proſequitur mero : 
Defuſo patens, & Laribus tuum 


12 Miſcet nomen >” | 
DX bone, Ferias 


nome * 
as 6 utinam, 


Præſtes Heſperiæ, dicimus integro 
Sicci mane die, dicimus uvidi 
Cum Sol Oceano ſubeſt. 


